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And when the Princess had said thisf she rose
up and went out, dismissing the King without
looking at him, with a wave of her hand: and the
King's heart went with her. But the King and
Rasakdsha returned to their own apartments.

DAY a,

THEN the King said to Rasakdsha: My friend8
although the Princess has answered your question,
and you have lost me a day, yet I forgive you, for
the sake of the wave of her hand which she made
as she went away. Oh I it resembled the bowing
Of a blossom-loaded spray of creeper in a breeze.
But if it were not for the portrait, it would be
utterly impossible for me to endure the torture of
separation from her till to-morrow. And he passed
the night in a state of intoxication f, drunk with the
beauty of the Princess, gazing incessantly at the
portrait. And he said: Certainly, this painter was
master of his art. This is no picture, but a mirror.

wMch this story is placed first, and thus the favour of Gana-
pati, as it were, secured for the rest.

* Just as the clothes of the Princess change colour every day,
so does the state of the King's mind, which goes through
a regular series of transitory emotions (wyabhic